Sea  Change 


Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes: 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them,  —  Ding-dong,  bell! 

—  Shakespeare 


This  issue  is  dedicated  to  Professor  Gordon  Browne  in 
appreciation  for  his  efforts  over  the  years  on  behalf  of  Sea  Change. 
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On  Social  Conditioning 

To  be  like  a  child, 

To  be  like  a  child, 

To  be  like  a  child,  again. 

Before  the  conditioning, 

Try  reminiscing, 

What  were  you  like  way  back  when? 

What  were  your  hands  like, 

and  your  feet, 

and  your  toes? 
Did  you  wear  hand-me-down  clothes? 

What  games  did  you  play? 

Who  were  your  friends? 

Or  were  they  all  mostly  pretend  .  .  . 

Who  gave  you  smiles? 

What  made  you  cry? 

Did  you  have  places  to  hide? 

When  you  could  wander, 
To  where  did  you  roam? 
How  did  you  feel, 
going  home  .  .  . 

To  be  like  a  child, 

To  be  like  a  child, 

To  be  like  a  child,  again. 

Before  the  conditioning, 

Try  reminiscing, 

Before  the  conditioning,  what  then? 


Can  you  see  once  again, 

with  the  eyes  of  a  child? 
Can  you  hear  the  trees  speak  to  the  wind? 
Can  you  feel  once  again, 

with  the  heart  of  a  child, 
the  love, 

of  no  reason 
or  end. 

Compare  yourself  to  yourself. 

Where  have  you  been? 

Have  you  done  any  searching  inside? 

Get  out  of  your  head,  Dear, 
And  move  into  your  heart, 
And  perhaps, 

you  will  live 
once  again. 

To  be  like  a  child, 

To  be  like  a  child, 

To  be  like  a  child,  again. 

Before  the  conditioning, 

Try  reminiscing, 

What  were  you  like  way  back  when? 

We  all  have  the  heart, 

and  the  needs  of  a  child. 
Do  we  still  play  our  games  of  pretend? 

Take  care  of  your  child 
Take  care  o\  your  child 
Take  care, 

you're  a  child 

my  friend.  Mariaide 


4  Sisters 

I  love  you  in  my  dreams 

Of  all  our  crazy  schemes 

And  all  our  tearful  fights 

And  our  sneakings  out  at  night. 

I  really  loved  you  then 

You  were  my  closest  friends. 

We  made  each  other  laugh 

And  we  made  each  other  cry 

And  it  was  only  for  a  sister 

That  we  would  tell  a  lie. 

I  really  loved  you  then 

Sometimes,  you  were  my  only  friends. 

And  as  the  years  go  by 
We  remember  with  a  sigh 
The  days  of  way  back  when. 

We  can't  go  back  to  them. 

But  we  can  still  be  friends 

In  a  way  .  .  .  that's  now 

In  a  way  .  .  .  that  couldn't  be  .  .  . 

Then. 

I  really  love  you  now 

We're  still  quite  close,  somehow. 


Mariaicle 


Dreaming  Feet 

Oh  I  walk  through  many  streets 
To  the  tune  of  my  dreaming  feet 
And  I  can't  say  that  I'm  sad  to  be  alone 

People  treat  me  oh  so  kindly 

And  I  know  that  they  don't  mind  me 

At  least;  they  don't  tell  me  so  .  .  . 

Oh  my  heart  is  oh  so  light 
So  glad  to  be  in  flight 
.  .  .  although,  I  can  never  leave 
what  bothers  me  behind. 

Teachers  appear  along  my  path 
Many  who  let,  or  make  me  laugh 
They  say  I  must  love  myself 
For  All  that  I  am. 

Oh  say  can  you  see 

all  the  love  inside  of  me 

I'm  not  as  cold 

As  you've  been  told 

I  may  be  bold 

But  I  need  a  hold 

I  need  a  hold 

Or  I'll  grow  cold  .  .  . 


Mariaide 


Amy  Hughes 


Solitary  Walk 

A  child  wanders  down  the  deserted  beach 
Only  his  shadow  is  his  companion 

The  waves  lick  the  sand  beneath  his  feet 
Beckoning  him  to  join  the  shells  in  its  depths 

Seagulls  fly  overhead — watching,  waiting,  working  theirwings 
A  fiddler  crab  retreats  in  his  hole 

The  sun  slowly  diminishes  behind  the  watery  horizon 
Taking  with  it  the  childs'  only  companion 


The  Dancer 

Music  enters  my  body  and  races  through  my  veins 
I  feel  every  beat  before  I  hear  it 
It  grows  louder  and  I  am  a  part  of  the  song 
My  body  moves  in  between  the  notes, 
Revealing  the  music  through  my  limbs 
I  twist,  I  turn.  I  thrust  my  body  in  time 
My  feet  can't  stop.  I  close  my  eyes 
Faster,  faster  I  move  as  if  I'm  obsessed 
I  rise  into  the  music,  forgetting  reality  .  . 


Beth  Spooner 


David  Flaherty 


Beyond  any  depth, 

Further  than  reach, 

Spiraling  inward, 

Floating  down. 

Sensing  a  smooth  darkness 

In  a  timeless  span, 

Where  still,  drawn  curtains  hang. 

Fine  to  the  touch. 

Between  these  a  richly  clad  figure  stands. 

Hands  in  pockets,  eyes  in  space, 

Rough  rope  adorns  his  neck. 

Why,  he  cannot  say. 

His  mouth  is  gagged, 

And  all  he  knows  is  stuffed  inside  a  bottle 

On  a  small  table  that  stands  beside  him. 

The  cork  is  resting  on  the  marble  floor, 

And  wisps  of  gas  escape  from  it. 

They  form  a  cloud  above  his  head, 

And  while  he  ventures  to  see  his  thoughts, 

They  rise  higher  and  higher, 

Spiraling  outward, 

Floating  up, 

To  a  far  off  ceiling  of  light, 

Where  all  clouds  gather, 

And  all  trap  doors  swing  open, 

And  ropes  pull  tight. 


Steve  O'Reilly 


Death  is  Free 

We  realize  death  is  free, 
Life  is  not, 

We  pay  for  it  as  we  do  for  other  things. 
Watch 
We  can  wait 
No,  we  can't 
We  must  see 
That  death  is  free. 
We  can  live  forever, 
Morally, 

On  the  fifty  yard  line, 
Knuckles  showinng  white- 
Live  in  anger, 
Die  in  peace; 
Death  is  free, 
For  the  asking. 


Steve  O'Reilly 


You&  I 

We  are 

two  souls 

still  connected 

by  the  love  we  shared 

Two  lives  entwined 

by  love  and  time 
apart  now 

yet  still  together 
Two  dreamers 
with  dreams  steering  us 

in  different  directions 
Two  different  spirits 
who  loved  one  another 

very  much 
And  tried  so  hard 

to  believe 
that  love  was  enough 
until  one  of  us 
had  the  courage 

to  say  goodbye. 


Diane  Mandeville 


Summer  79 

12  Midsummer 

going  home  feels  strange 

when  you've  changed 
things  there  remain  the  same 
but  the  real  world 

holds  pain 
I've  made  it  this  far 
but  not  without  scars 
feeling  stronger 
the  longer  I  fight 
for  the  things  I  believe 

are  right 
Midsummer  visits 
have  told  them  I'm  different 
my  life  stretches  ahead 
like  an  endless  highway 

through  a  desert 
straight  and  smooth 
too  long  to  see 

what's  at  the  end 
I  can't  stay  there 
where  things  remain 

the  same 
I  want  to  soar 
down  that  endless  highway 
looking  for  more 
and  more 

and  more. 


Diane  Mandeville 
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Amy  Hughes 


Hope 

14  We  can  never 

Now  dissever 
Any  moment  from  forever 
Or  separate  the  near  and  far, 
For  each  minute 
Contains  within  it 
All  the  hours  of  the  infinite 
As  one  sky  holds  every  star. 

So  we  borrow 
In  our  sorrow 
From  the  sun  of  some  tomorrow 
A  flash  of  light  to  serve  today, 
Which  we  select 
And  soon  collect 
To  form  the  hope  that  we  project 
As  splendor  from  the  Milky  Way. 


David  Pettingell 
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David  Pettingell 
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The  Statue  of  David 

Living  only  for  the  hours 
that  it  could  be  worked 
upon,  he  did  little  else. 

What  tastes  and  other  powers 
he  possessed,  he  smirked 
at — the  hot,  convulsive  flash 


And  finished  at  last,  a  dark 
night  when  he  could  barely  name 
the  thing  or  see  through 

his  eyes,  filled  with  grains  and  chips, 

and  so  went  to  bed, 

clutching  his  sanding  board,  and  slept  as  death. 


of  each  stroke  and  cut 
driving  farther  back  the  want 
of  food,  of  verse,  or  sleep,  or  sex. 

For  weeks  he  put 

everything  he  knew — each  violent 

act  and  mimic — into  the  ax, 

the  chisel  and  hammer.  The  block 
of  stone  took  shape,  became 
art;  then  friend;  then  foe. 


He  awoke  to  lips 

that  kissed,  hands  which  fed, 

helped  him  to  his  feet.  His  breath 

labored;  he  struggled  to  stand, 

asked,  Where?  Which 

way?  They  led  him  to  the  ring 

where  he  had  spent  himself  and 
where  it  stood.  He  itched 
and  squinted  at  the  thing 


across  the  space.  They  helped 
him  to  move  closer,  lauded  him 
up  and  down:  What  a  great 


for  the  thing  to  speak.  Speak,  you  whore- 
monger! This  time  with  a  sledge  poised 
to  strike  a  voice  from  the  dumb 
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work  this  is!  they  yelped. 

To  them 

it  seemed  the  weight 

of  the  task  was  done.  Then  he  pushed 
their  arms  away  and  asked  why  it 
shouldn't  speak.  Speak,  you  sonuvabitch! 

he  called  and  rushed 

closer  yet  to  hear.  Silence;  madness.  He  spit. 

The  stone  stared  back,  no  twitch 

nor  murmur,  nor  spark,  nor  anything  more 
than  marble.  They,  at  first  amused, 
grew  anxious  with  his  frolicksome 


art  that  stared  blankly  back  at 

.  .  .  and  didn't 

seem  to  notice  the  frail,  weak 

men  wrestling  the  creator  to  the  floor  and  sat 

upon  him  to  calm  him  and  end 

his  curses  and  maniacal  want  for  it  to  speak. 


Roger  Widmeyer 


The  Way  a  Certain  Kind  Always  Ends  Up 
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At  ten  she  was  obnoxiously  quixotic. 

By  thirteen  she'd  come  down  to  earth  a  bit 

but  still  meandered  in  star-bound  solitude. 

A  young  lady,  she  took 

her  first  lover,  but  found  him  too  cutely 

amorous.  She  began  to  drink  vodka  martinis 

in  the  morning,  and  moved  in  fast  circles. 

Married  to  a  common  but  nice  sort 

of  fellow,  her  family  thought  this  might  be 

just  the  thing,  but  she 

rose  quietly  at  night  to  speed  her  car 

down  Ocean  Highway, 

opening  her  mouth  to  the  wind, 

studying  the  stars  till  dawn. 

By  some  fluke  a  child  was  born.  For  the  first 
year  our  heroine  was  motherly,  even 
breastfeeding  the  babe.  She  would  have 
a  belt  with  the  child.  Once 
thirty  she  became  frightened 
and  was  on  the  move  again.  He 
took  the  offspring. 


Guilt-ridden  and  snoggered  most  all 

the  time,  she  wandered  lonely  streets 

in  Chicago,  threw  pebbles 

at  the  streetlamps,  dully  imagining 

them  stars.  Alas,  she  would  frequent 

scuzzy  bars  along  the  road  twixt 

Cicero  and  the  South  Side.  She  was  known  to  shout: 

"Women  like  us,  some  violent  hour  will  rest 
upon,  or  else  we're  flung  down  like  old  nutshells." 
On  the  eve  of  her  fortieth  birthday — looking 
much  older  of  course — she  fell  asleep 
cuddled  against  a  crazy  Negro  saxophonist. 
She  drifted  off  studying  the  tip  of  her  cigarette; 
it  came  to  rest  on  a  blanket  and  gutted  the  hotel. 


Roger  Widmeyer 


19 


Sharon  Spieldenner 


20  I'll  take  my  bow  and  leave 

gracefully  — 

The  summer  theatre  has  begun. 
It's  time  to  welcome 
the  sparkling  new  performers, 
there  is  no  room  for  has-beens. 
Too  many  new  actresses  are  waiting 
to  make  their  debut  and  begin 
their  fleeting  careers  with  you. 


Johanna  Pajunen 
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"Poets  Chosen  By  Poets"* 

I  do  not  wish  to  be 

A  poet  picked  by  poets.  — 

A  poet  as  a  poet  sings  within  himself 

And  tries  to  trace  his  song 

Upon  a  paper.  He  may  be  too  busy 

Using  tracery 

From  this  year's  latest  style 

To  hear  another's  melody. 

If  my  poetry 

Must  be  chosen  to  be  heard, 

I  would  have  the  chooser  be 

Someone  who  sees 

Light  within  a  word, 

Someone  who  hears 

The  tone  struck  as  a  flaming  sun 

Falls  behind  the  west, 

Someone  who  feels 

A  lover's  touch  run  lightly  up  the  arm 

And  cannot  be  concerned 

With  how  it's  done. 

*N.Y.  Times  Book  Review,  6  July  '80 


Ashes 

We  said  goodbye  to  her 
That  bright  November  day 
High  on  the  hill 
With  northwest  breeze 
Of  dying  Indian  summer 
Round  our  ears. 

Clouds  paraded. 

Scarlet  and  gold  leaves  of  fall 

Fluttered  farewell. 

We  flung  her  ashes  on  the  wind, 

As  once  she  asked  of  us. 

It  was  enough  to  do  for  her. 
She  had  enjoyed  happy  times. 
What  more  could  any  want? 

And  if  I  wept,  why  be  surprised? 
In  middle  age,  ashes  of  the  dead 
Often  blow  into  your  eyes. 


George  Hoar 


To  the  Ridge 

Kiss  me  then,  Dad, 

And  remember  once  again 

How  you  walked  with  me  along  the  ridge, 

The  Taconic  ridge,  that  sunny  day, 

And  how  the  valleys  fell 

Each  side  of  us, 

East  and  west,  miles  beyond  our  sight. 

The  Westfield  bombers  flew  below 

North  on  one  side, 

Then  south.  Remember 

How  we  lay  upon  the  moss  tufts  — 

They're  not  there  any  more  — 

And  watched  the  breathing  clouds 

March  across  the  sky. 

Take  my  hand  as  once  you  did 

And  tell  me  why  the  sky 

Moves  and  why  the  leaf 

Which  last  night  hung  before  my  eye 

Now  lies  beneath  my  foot.  Tell  me 

Why  the  sun  which  rose  today  at  five 

Scant  passages  of  moon  from  now 

Will  not  get  up  till  seven. 

Tell  me  once  more  why  the  hawk 

We  watched  sail  down  the  ridge  that  day 

Went  southwards  and  not  north. 

Close  your  eyes  and  turn  your  head 

And  dream  a  little  while 

In  the  shadow  of  your  pillow. 

Do  not  be  afraid,  you  who  taught  me 

The  way  things  come  again. 


I  weep  for  loss  of  you, 
Not  for  your  loss.  You 
Who  trusted  so  in  life 
May  also  trust  in  death. 

Shards 

One  day  long  ago  you  said  to  me 

The  pain  of  leaving  quiets  down 

After  a  while. 

The  brightness  of  the  other's  face  fades; 

The  murmur  of  the  voice 

Whispers  into  silence; 

The  warmth  upon  the  other  side  of  the  bed 

Cools  away. 

You  said  it  would  become 

As  if  our  world  had  never  been, 

As  if  a  dream  had  once  occurred 

And  the  rising  sun 

Had  chased  it  from  our  eyes. 

Perhaps.  — 

And  since  that  day, 

The  glacier  of  time 

Has  rolled  its  cold  weight  over  us. 

Hair  has  grayed,  fingers  stiffened,  eyes 

Do  not  see  the  colors  as  they  did. 

Yet  even  glaciers  do  not  crush 

All  of  the  rocks  on  which  they  grind. 

Like  shards  of  stone,  these  splintered  memories 

Which  time  has  left  behind 

Still  flash  and  glint  and  stab  my  thoughts, 

As  once  the  living  loss 

Cut  me  to  the  bone. 
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George  Hoar 
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Old  Teacher 

Fire  of  youth  and  sunlight 
Make  a  strange  companion 
To  age  and  frost. 

The  hand  of  one 
Within  the  other's  hand 
Cannot  help  but  burn. 

Lay  your  hand 

Light  upon  my  shoulder. 

Smile  at  me  from  a  little  way  away. 

Then  I  can  smile 

And  ask  you  how  you  are 

Without  a  twinge  of  hurt. 

I  pray  you  stay 
That  little  way  away. 

Do  not  forget  that  fire  and  ice 
Melt  away  in  steam 
When  they  come  too  close. 

Do  not  forget 

One  cannot  see 

The  truth  inside  a  cloud. 


Pythagoras 


Ashes  in  the  fire  — 

Reach  out  and  stir  me. 

The  powdery  gray  of  years  may  envelope, 

But  I  can  feel  the  heat 

Beneath  the  smothering  fluff. 

Do  not  suppose 
That  sleeping  fire 
Cannot  be  aroused. 

Feed  me  and  I  flame. 
Age  dust  slips  away. 
Light  flickers  forth. 
Life  tastes  again. 

Only,  pray, 

Do  not  stir  my  embers 

With  a  sword. 


George  Hoar 
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Escape  Into  Isolation 

I  told  you  I  did  not  believe  in  promises; 
you  heard  but  did  not  listen. 

The  words  which  you  liked  you  clung  to, 
and  my  sensible  fatalism  was  ignored. 

You  could  not  understand  how  I  could 
sever  something  that  was  a  part  of  us; 

when  you  said  pessimistic,  my  response 
was  realistic:  we  both  made  our  own  worlds. 

That  part  of  my  past  which  you  never  reached 

baffled  you  — but  you  accepted  my  cold  armour  patiently. 

Your  goal,  you  said,  was  to  break  down  the  wall 
and  touch  me  with  your  feelings:  your  confidence 
almost  made  me  believe  it  could  happen. 

My  insistance  that  there  could  be  no  assurance 
was  taken  lightly — you  insisted  on  making  promises. 

Then,  when  you  said  you  loved  me  and  my  heart  stirred, 
I  knew  it  was  time  to  go. 


Skinny  Dipping 

Four  bare  feet 

two  naked  bodies 

a  mist  chilled  night  in  July. 

Silent  dark  stream 
deep  pools  of  thought 
shivering  skin 
low  fog  and  misty  rain 
refreshing  and  cool 
sensual  and  appealing. 

Towels  wrapped 

bodies  touching 

towels  falling 

feelings  flowing 

tender  loving,  nature's  calling 

in  a  fog — wrapped  in  fog 

a  mist  chilled  night  in  July. 


Laura  Opie 


The  Hand  Carved  Birds 

It  was  cold,  so  I  sat  in  front  of  the  fire  and  wished  27 

I  were  not  alone.  A  book  is  good  company,  and  I 

read — but  books  only  talk,  they  do  not  answer. 

My  rose  hip  tea  made  me  feel  like  an  artist,  athough, 

I  do  not  know  any  artists  who  drink  rose  hip  tea. 

The  drapes  were  drawn  over  the  sliding  glass  doors 

to  the  porch,  making  me  feel  as  though  I  was 

awaiting  the  start  of  a  play:  the  lone  critic  to  a 

non-existant  drama.  Nervously  rocking  the  chair 

in  which  my  Grandmother  used  to  knit  us  mittens, 

I  found  myself  keeping  beat  with  the  eerie  flickering 

shadows  which  made  the  room  move  in  awkward 

jerks.  A  flame  cast  image  of  the  hand  carved  birds 

suspended  from  the  ceiling  vibrated  unnaturally, 

as  if  someone  had  attached  an  invisible  line  to  each 

and  was  pulling  them  away  from  the  hook  upon 

which  they  had  hung  for  over  fifty  years. 

Turning  on  the  light,  I  studied  the  birds,  sitting 

motionlessly  on  strings,  equally  unnatural  as  their 

quivering  shadows.  Sitting  there,  staring  at  their 

deathly  stillness  began  to  irritate  a  spot  deep 

inside  me,  building  an  emotional  pressure  which 

forced  me  to  my  feet,  reaching,  lunging,  as  if  pushed 

to  touch  the  lowest  bird  and  incite  some  movement. 

I  questioned  my  sanity,  relaxing  into  the  memory 

of  the  moon  rising  the  night  before  in  full  glory: 

a  perfectly  round  disk  shining  orange,  then  gold, 

over  the  inquiet  ocean.  But  the  fire  had  died  to  coals, 

and  my  tea  was  finished,  and  the  first  act  still 

had  not  begun.  A  cricket  chuckled  at  me  as  I  again 

rose — slowly  this  time — from  the  chair 

my  Grandmother  used  to  sit  in  when  knitting  us 

mittens.  As  I  left  the  room,  her  hand  carved  birds 

hung  unmoving,  deathly  still,  as  if  never  touched. 

Laura  Opie 


Sea  Mourning  Sun 

28  The  regulation  of  the  tides  .  .  . 

.  .  .  Pounding  of  my  heart 
The  urgent  burning  of  the  sun  .  .  . 

.  .  .  Oh,  my  taut  skin 
Yawing  cries  of  sea  birds,  hungry, 
sharp,  shrill  .  .  . 

My  body  straining 

Feigning  relaxation  on  the  sand. 

My  mind  casts  .  .  . 

for  consummation; 

Meanwhile,  the  sun  is  my  lover. 


Martha  Smith 


Rebirth 

It  was  your  gentleness  29 

That  threw  me  off  balance, 
Knocking  down  the  walls 
That  life  had  erected. 

It  was  your  warmth 
That  melted  my  icy  heart, 
Thawing  my  inmost  being, 
Leaving  me  vulnerable. 

It  was  your  understanding 
That  kept  me  close, 
That  calmed  my  fears, 
That  taught  me  to  love  again. 


Karen  Lahteine 


Haiku 

30  One  last  lonely  leaf, 

Clinging  to  the  barren  branch, 
Afraid  to  let  go. 

Solitary  man, 

Alone  in  the  wilderness, 

Reaching  for  the  moon. 

Warm  snowflakes  whirling, 
Melting  on  the  window-pane, 
Weeping  without  shame. 


Karen  Lahteine 


the  house  upon  the  hill 

O' if  the  walls  could  talk,  31 

what  tales  they'd  tell, 
Of  late  night  scenerios 
Casting  shadows  on  a  young  child's  dreams, 

in  the  house  upon  the  hill. 

O'  if  the  walls  could  talk, 

what  tales  they'd  tell, 
Of  early  evening  fiascoes 
Shedding  unwanted  lighton  ayounggirl's  innocence, 

in  the  house  upon  the  hill. 

O'  if  the  walls  could  talk, 

what  tales  they'd  tell, 
Of  after-school  indifferences 
Shedding  too  little  love  on  a  teenager's  heart, 

in  the  house  upon  the  hill. 

O'  if  the  walls  could  talk 

what  tales  they'd  tell, 
Of  twenty-four-hour  loneliness 
Casting  too  much  pain  into  a  young  woman's  life, 

in  the  house  upon  the  hill. 

O'  if  the  walls  could  talk, 

what  tales  they'd  tell, 
Of  one  solitary  life  endured  .  .  . 
Surrounded  by  death, 

in  the  house  upon  the  hill. 


Karen  Lahteine 
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Wendy  Kapp 
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